ATTENTION ALL CHILDREN 
ANP MOMS ANP PAPS TOO/ 




Say Merry Christmas this happy 
way with Dell Comic Christmas 
Gift Subscriptions 

You're assured of clean, wholesome reading for chil- 
dren of all ages when you send Dell Comics. For 
Dell Comics have the approval of parents, teachers 
and civic groups everywhere. And remember, they're 
the comics children love best. 




He, to COMIC NAMES 

■ ■ = ROY ROGERS 
= TOM and JERRY 
= NEW FUNNIES 
= LONE RANGER 



Just ftu m tMs usr chmstms an 
smsnmioH foxM...amt mm rooty 



■IV = new funnies mOrtEV-SW 1 * 46 \ MARK i . . j 

■SISSS"" r" B, *"?™\ ^~S^. Subscription Rotes: g 
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Cur old and new oddresi enclosing if possible tout old eddnii label. 
COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 
A MACBUDDHA SCAN. 



47 FO&T l£ATOtf- 

MAJOR, THE WAGON 
CARRYING THE GOLD 
SHIPMENT PESTINEP 
FOR THE ME/JCAN 
GOVERNMENT HAS 
ABRWEP/ 



S-r' : :/ A MEXICAN EMISSARY IS 

7/ ARRIVING FROM WASHINGTON ON 
f~7 THE NOON STAGE.' HAVE AN 
>, / ESCORT REAPV TO TAKE HIM 
I ACROSS THE BORDER BRIPSE. 





WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS? X AA* SENOE 
FERNANDO FROM THE MEXICAN EMBASSY IN 
WASHINGTON' I AM UNDEE THE PROTECTION 
OF THE UNITED STATES 
GOVERNMENT/ ^_^ GET DOWN, 5ENOE 





Si/SP/CIOUS AT FIRST BECAUSE OF ffi& IOHE 

■zava&e's mask, sot qu/ckcy peassupep as 

70MTO BANDAGES THE WOUNDED /MAN, THE 
AfEX/CAf/ EAf/SSAgY TELLS WUAT HAPPENED— 




TONTO, RIDE TO THE FORT/ THE \Gg7WH#g 

MAJOR THERE KNOWS YOU/ BRING \ £COi/Tf 
TROOPS TO THE BORDER BRIDGE' 
I'LL CUT CROSS-COUNTRY TO TRY/ 
TO HEAD OFF THE STAGE/ 

-cosHfav, saw*/ 




THE STAGE WILL WAVE TO 
SIX MILES BV A WINDING 
FROM. FORT LEATON TO THE 
BORDER/ IF I RIPE IN A 
STRAIGHT LINE, I MAY 
REACH POP JENKINS 




Hit 
AC! 
AT 


y STILL REMEMBER HOW TD V/ 
TO THE OLD CALL/ LOOK A 


aa«y cam 
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THE STAGE COULD REACH IT 
ANV SECOND NOW. 1 — LL^rV 
"~ FELLOW 




WE REACHED HERE ^ 
fi/KSTf— STOP THE 
WAGON AND UNHITCH J 
THE TEAM/ ^S 


/ WHOA, THERE-' 
- V EASY/ NOW/ 


^~~^~^\i 


^ ^ 


" ^--^^-v 
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SeROR RUSS WE CANNOT \ THERE ARE ONLV 
STAY WERE/ WE WILL NOT 1 TWO HOMBRES 
BE SAFE UNTIL WE CROSS / FIRING/ POUR IT 
THE BORPER.' _S\_ ON 'EM ; 




4S WE OUTLAWS' GUNFtRE FORCES THE IGNF 
PAM6E& AND POP -TENfftNS TO ATEEP DOWN, 
THE LOME RM6ER, SHIELDED PROM WEW 8Y 
THE mGOty tf/CHES OUT ACGOSS THEE&/P6E- 



EVEN IF THEY MANAGEP TO REACH 
THE MAY WAGON NOW, THEY'LL 
NOT &e ABLE TO MOVE IT 
ONCE IT'S 




HELP SHOULD BF COMING 
SOON, SEt&BAHT/At&EP 





WE'VE CAPTUPED VTHANK SERGEANT 

TWO NOTORIOUS \JENKTN£ MAJOR./ IF 

OUTLAW GANGS.' AND THANKS J HE HADN'T KEPT 

TO YOU, THFGOLD 15 SAFE V THESE RETIRED 

AND WE'VE AVOIDED A / HORSES IN SUCH FINE 

DIPLOMATIC INCIDENT.' .^CONDITION THEY'D NEVER 




. : / SHUCKS.' I MAY HAVE HAD THE 
f-~^f OLD COUNTS READY FOE 

/ SERVICE, BUT ONLY OAf£ MAN 
_J KNEW HOW TO USE 'EM.' ITWA5 
<A LIKE OLD-TIMES, BLOWING THIS 
BUGLE AND RIDING WITH 




y-you use silver 
bullets? why, 
then you must 

0E — 





DOCTOR, IS IT ETHICAL TO SHIELD 
AN OUTLAW SO HE CAN KILL AND 
ROB AGAIN?---IF YOUR CONSCIENCE 
AAKBS YOU CHANGE /OUR MIND AND 
YOU WANT TO TALK TO ME 
TOMORROW NIGHT, TURN YOUR 
"DOCTOR IN" SIGN &PS/0& 

p&wtmt* 




QAV\q WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING WITH THAT 
PISTOL" 



I WAS LISTENING/ I SAW 

■ THAT 4f/tSA£0 Ot/T£4ty 

THROUGH THE KEYHOLE 

AND THOUGHT YOU MIGHT 

NEED HELP/ 




fwazy &aw& reus (tmrue o*®e«s*w— 



BOVS, WE'VE GOT TO KILL THE \ /«p/ I'M NOT GETTING 
LONE RANGES, AND DAVE'S / /MIXED UP IN ANY 
OOIUO TO HELP/ X MURDER. 




I«XJ THREW IN WITH \ ---THAT WAS ONLYTO 
US WHEN TOU HELPED ) HELP PAY OFF THE 
ON THE BANK' JOB— J I.O.U. NOTES I RAM 
^y UP AT your GAMBLING 
CASINO, GA1N£S/ NOW 
JW EVEN WITH YOU 
TWO BROTHERS/ 




YOU'RE GOING TO HELP GET RID OF THE LONE 
RANGER.' TOMORROW. SEND THE DOC WAY OFF 
ON A FALSE CALL/ THEN PUT THE SIGN IN 
THE WINDOW UPSIDE DOWN/ WHEN THE 
LOME RANGER COMES IN — WE'LL BE j 

there Tosvoor #/4i./ st~ttt. — "S 



stick to yojr story/ he was 
one of the bank robbers/ 
came to kill you so you 
couldn't identify hia1/ 
you shot in self-defense/ 

■ SAVVY? 





SffSAfS Paw/V AMP CO//&FSSFS ALl — •- 



OH, I WISH TO HEAVEN I'D NEVER! 
GAMBLED ANP GOTTEN MMEP 
UP IN ALL THIS/ NOW I'M IN 
PEEPER THAN EVER/ THEY'LL 
K\LLA1£ UNLESS I HELP 

murper you/ 



YOU'VE BEEN 
WEAK, PAVIP— - 
BUT YOU MIGHT 
STILL BE ABLE TO 
REDEEM YOURSELF/ 






7V£ °ABX7 'PAY AS 0AY/P POYl£ SBVOS TUB 
POC70g OFF Otf A &U.S& G41L TO J£3 F.-"~ 
£>/STAAfT XAMCN— . 

PAP'S GOHE! I'LL JUST TUCK THIS 
GUN AWAV FOR SAFE KEEPING 
AND LET THE MASKED MAN 
ANP TONTO INTO THE OFFICE/ 
BUT THEY'RE TAKING AN *f^ 
AWFUL CHANCE---THE OPPS - 
AGAINST THEM WILL BE . 
7W0~T&-OA/£/ 



/—TOO LATE/ THE OLP COOtS A\V 
I SHIELP/ VOUANP THE INDIAN 
1 \ PROP YOi/R 6MV& OR I'LL 
J^s. PLUS THE SAWBONES/ ^ 



Bi/TAS TffeiOtfF 0WG£f? A/UP -TONTO STAftT 
TO LOH>£& TH&& Gi/A?$, &4WP &£ACW£S WTO 
H/£ SIMS AMP COM£$ 4/P Ff#/N<$: 



here's hoping i "2, 
can aim straight < 

WHEN I SHOOT i 
LEFT-HANPEP--- jg 






Young Larry Moran was on the porch of 
the Bar-M ranch house with his mother when 
Pawnee Sam, the Bar-M hired man, returned 
from town. The old Indian dismounted slowly 
and handed over a sheaf of letters and a mail 
order catalog. 

"Slocum in town yesterday. Talk much. He 
say he tired waiting for court to give him 
Buffalo Valley/' Sam said morosely. "Today 
he drive cattle over line." 

Larry turned to his mother. She leaned 
against the porch rail, her face suddenly 
tired and drawn, and he knew her thoughts 
were his own. It was three years since Jed 
Slocum first claimed -Buffalo Valley— the bowl 
of land that was the "heart of the Bar-M 
ranch. The grasping, land-hungry Slocum 
had found a shrewd lawyer, who, in turn, had 
found a vague clause in the deed to the 
Bar-M lands. Twice, Slocum had driven his 
herds down the gap toward Buffalo Volley— 
only to run up against Larry's father, Harve 
Moran. But, eoch time, Harve had met the 
invader at the barbed wire fence that guarded 
the valley. The glowering menace of Harve's 
shotgun was enough to convince Jed Slocum 
and his gun hands to turn back. Then, Jed 
had run yelping to the law— only to be beaten 
in the Courts. He had reappealed but the 
final decision had not yet been handed down. 

Now, Slocum didn't have to wait for the 
Courts. Harve Moron had died two months 
before and there was no one to guard Buffalo 
Valley. No one but Harve's son, Larry, a 
gangling boy of nineteen, who'd never dare 



face a showdown with Slocum and his hired 
gunsiicks. 

Now, on the porch of the Bar-M, Larry 
Moran wiped the nervous sweat from his 
face and moved toward the door to the 
house. His mother's eyes pleaded with him. 
He looked away and walked past her. Inside 
the house, Larry took the shotgun off the 
pages on the wall. His hands were trembling 
as he threw two shells into the breach. His 
hands were still trembling when his mother 
met him at the door. 

"Larry, wait! Let the courts decide!" she 
pleaded. ■ 

"Slocum isn't waiting, Ma." He tried to 
sound hard and determined but his voice 
cracked boyishly. 

Looking at her son, Judy Moran had to 
fight back the fears. She loved the boy for 
his gentleness and thoughtful ness, yet, at 
that moment, she wished he had some of 
the rock-ribbed toughness of his father. 

But now, Larry's hand was on her shoul- 
der. He was leaning over and kissing her, 
and Judy Moran knew there was only one 
path the boy could take. Out in this coun- 
try, a man had to be ready fa fight for his 
land or wind up a saddle tramp— herding 
another man's cattle. 

It wasn't until they reached the long green 
slopes of Buffalo Valley that Larry turned to 
the old Indian. 

"Pawnee, you stay here." The boy had 
meant to sound nonchalant, but the words 
came in a croaking gasp. 



Pawnee Sam's eyes were motionless black 
beads. "No, I came along. Slocum have 
maybe three, four men. You need help, boy." 

Larry shook his head in a boyishly stubborn 
gesture. "No, you stay here- Mom will need 
you if— if anything happens." 

The Indian looked down at his rifle and 
remembered the boy's father. The old boss' 
hands wouldn't be shaking like that. Still, 
wasn't it always so back in the old days when 
a young warrior went on his first war party? 
There would be fear, but there would be 
pride, too. The measure of a men depended 
on which of these was greater. As Pawnee 
Sam watched the boy ride up the valley alone, 
he prayed to the Greot Spirit to give the boy 
strength. 

Jed Slocum watched his riders herd the 
bawling shorthorns down the draw that led 
to Buffalo Volley. With a sneer, he spurred 
his horse out in front. He wanted to be first 
at that wire fence. This time there was only 
a scared kid waiting beyond the barbed wire. 
Slocum spurred his horse to a gallop. At the 
fence, he reined in sharply and dismounted. 
With the wire cutters in his hand. He ad- 
vanced toward the fence. If he saw the tall, 
gangling boy on the other side of the line, he 
made no sign. 




"I wouldn't do that if I were you, Mr. 
Slocum." Against the rumble of the advancing 
herd, Larry's voice sounded high-pitched and 
nervous. Slocum looked up as if he just 
noticed the boy. 

"Hi, Larry. Pretty far from home, aren't 
you?" He examined the fence with a special 
interest, his voice low and pleasant as the 
clippers reached for the wires. 

"Please, Mister 51ocum, I'm not looking for 
trouble." Larry was almost pleading now and 
Jed grinned to himself. The kid was yellow 
clear through. 

Jed hitched up his gun belt. "Look, son, if 
you're real smart, you'll put that shotgun 
down and head for home. We'll keep it be- 
tween us. No one will ever know you backed 
down." Then he reached for the first wire 
strand with the clippers. 

"Slocum, this shotgun has two barrels. Cut 
that wire and they're both yours. Dead 
center." 

Slocum looked up sharply. Something had 
happened to the kid's voice. These were the 
cold, deadly accents of a man ready for 
anything. 

Jed backed away, his sweating palms feel- 
ing for his gun belt, but the boy's eyes didn't 
shift. Only the shotgun in his hand moved. 
Slocum knew what a shotgun could do at 
twenty feet and he had no stomach far it. 
With a sneer of defiance, he swaggered 
toward his horse and mounted. 

He spurred toward his herd under the cold 
eyes of his hired killers. Slocum must hove felt 
their contempt because he jerked his horse 
around and shook his fist in the air. 

"I'll be back, Moron! I'll be back," he 
shouted hoarsely. 

"And I'll be waiting," answered Larry. 

At the far end of Buffalo Valley, Pawnee 
Sam watched Larry Moran cantering down 
the trail toward him. And watching, it seemed 
to the old Indian that in that last hour the boy 
had somehow grown taller, stronger. And as 
Larry waved his hand in a triumphant salute, 
old Sam knew that Harve Moran had left a 
worthy son behind him. 



W WHERE DIDYOUFIND 
' THATUNDERSIKOeiRD, 

YOUNG HAWK' IN A 
V SPARROW'S NEST^ / \ THE WESTE 
7 \---MANYN 




With the first light of dawn 
flooding their village the tribe 
disperse to their homes . . . 
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Hissing through his teeth 
with fury, young hawk's enemy \ 
lunges — with a knife f* 
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Indian boys played the War Trail Game, 
not only for the fun of it, but to develop their 
keen sense of observation. If you want to try ' 
it, first make an Indian scalp lock which is 
worn around the head, as shown in Fig. A. 
Cut a round piece of leather or cardboard 
aboul lour inches in diameter. Long strands 
o! horsehair, yam, or string are then threaded 
through two holes placed near the center of 
ihis piece, and then a cloth or leather loop is 
attached for tying the scalp lock around the 
head. (See Fig. A.) 



r The players 

and take turns at being "trackers" and "en- 
emies." The enemies take a head start and 
leave a trail by bending twigs, blazing trees, 
uprooting weeds, leaving footprints in mud or 
soft earth, etc. It is the task of the trackers io 
find the trail and keep records of all clues 
each uncovers. The tracker who uncovers the 
most clues and discovers the enemies' hiding 
place, is, the winner, and collects their scalp 
locks. 

If another game is played, the losers' scalp 
locks are returned and they must be trackers. 
But if ihe enemy outsmarts the trackers, they 
get to be enemies again in the next game. 

You will not only have fun playing Indian 
War Trail, but in no time you will become an 
expert tracker. 
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(Signed) HELEN ME VLB 






ay of September, i?5-! 
JOHN C WEBER 
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This IUCKY" 
ARROWHEAD 
CHARM YOURS 



FREE 




Get This New 

Cowboy Carbine Now! 

Hece'a the gun you want for Chriatmnn 
Time and ALL the time— Daisy's 

lever-action "1000 ahofnlyle reptaLer 
him the famed Dainy Lightning Loader 

PLUS many en firrivncm ones nracrihetl 

gun picture. Head them nam.' Tell 

Dnd Model ,, 94" ia ideal for training 

larka- 

;mi ell the other 

at your nenrent hnrd. 

Eo.id9, nalional chain 
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DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 



..,'3.98 
Dept. 2315 Plymouth, Michigan, U.S.A. 



"■Hey' kids! We're super and 
you can have a circus with us"? 

Mary and Cliffy 

■ HAHTLINE THE ClOWM 

New Dancing Puppets 




What fun! Anyone can work 
these keen Mary Hartline and 
Cliffy the Clown Dancing Pup- 
pets. Put on your own TV Show 
the day you get them. Or amaze 
the family by making them do 
what Mary and Cliffy do on 
"Super Circus." 

Ask Mom or Dad how you can 
earn a quarter. Then send it along 
with two wrappers from Mars 
SNICKERS bars to SUPER 
CIRCUS PUPPETS, Dept. D, 
Box 7599, Chicago, 111. But do it 
right away. You won't want to 
miss a minute of fun bke this! 




